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Author's Notes: 
More Dave x James, it's like an addiction xD 


It wasn't the first time they did this, and they both had a feeling it wouldn't be the last. They'd had more than 
their fair share of booze, the bottles strewn across the floor. They'd hade some blunts, a sort of high setting 
in and carrying them off. But neither was so gone that he didn't have control over his own body, on the 
contrary they both knew just what they were doing. They remembered their previous encounters, and they 


would remember this one tomorrow morning. 


Dave laid on top of James, fitted between the blonde's spread legs, their bodies pressed tightly together where 
they snuggled on James’ unkempt, unmade bed. The desire between them made the air in the room thick and 
foggy, hanging heavy above them like sparks of electricity. Dave moaned softly as a big, gentle hand slid up his 
back and beneath the hem of his black t-shirt, his milky white skin exposed to the cool air of the room, as 
well as to the bold touch of callused fingers. He shivered when fingertips traced his spine delicately, while the 
other hand found its way to the redhead's fine ass, squeezing it through tight blue jeans. 


He liked James’ touches, the singer was always tender. Not to mention his kisses. He kissed like he had been cut 
out for that purpose alone, their lips gliding together as if they were made for one another. Their tongues 
danced, a slow sensual dance as they both tried to take control of the situation, teeth occasionally clashing. It 
went to Dave's head, made it spin pleasantly and he felt dizzy, but with his eyes shut, all he could taste and 
smell and feel was James. His heavy scent of cologne and shampoo from the previous shower, mixed with a 
musky undelaying tone that was James’ own. He tasted strong, like nicotine and alcohol, and spices. His touches 


were silken, soothing and arousing all at once. Dave wanted to eat the other man alive, to devour his every 


fibre. 


Running his long fingers through golden curls, Dave tangled them in there, feeling the silky smooth strands 
pass through his hands. He lived for these moments. He knew they wouldn't dare to go much further, despite 
the aching hardness between his legs, begging persistently to be granted sweet release. He could feel an equally 


hard shaft digging into his lower belly, but they wouldn't dare to touch one another. It didn't work that way. 


Instead, soft ragged breaths turned into panting through their noses, kissses turned sloppy and tongues fought 
and teeth nipped at lips, leaving both boys' mouths bruised and sore. They grinded together, friction helping 
them approach the edge through the confines of jeans and too tight underwear, hips rubbing and rocking and 
thrusting. Dave didn't know when they had began to venture this way, but he never wanted it to stop, he loved 
the sense of him and James being one, moving together as they were. The pulsing heat between this legs and 
the feel of the other man's lanky body against sent surges of pleasure throughout the guitarists entire being. 


As his orgasm hit, Dave broke the feverish kiss and burried his face against the singer's neck, arching his 
back and his toes curling involuntarily, growling when he came into his pants, soaking his underwear and a wet 
patch seeping through the front. Seconds later, James gasped, hips bucking and pushing upwards when he joined 


Dave's satisfaction, reaching ultimate pleasure. 


They stayed like that for the longest time, catching their breath. James’ hands were soothing Dave's, while 
Dave's hand were toying affectionately with the taller boy's wild blond mane. Neither spoke, words were 
useless. At least, that's how they normally went about it. No words were needed, only the mutual 
understanding of this special moment. They both knew it was more than they wrote it off to be, but neither 
would want to acknowledge it. But tonight was different. 


‘Dave..? | think l'm falling for you... a gentle, shaky voice whispered and Dave's head stuck up immediately, wide 
hazel orbs staring straight into sapphire blue ones. 


The blues eyes darted away, looking down and avoiding the other boy's prying gaze, as James bit his bottom lip. 
Dave felt his heart beating fast in his chest, a happiness welling up inside, a sense of fullfillment, and the intial 


fright was blown away in the wink of an eye. 


Resting his head weakly against the younger boy's chest, feeling it rise and fall with each and every breath 
and listening to the steady heart beat, Dave realized he didn't have a choice. It was what it was, and he felt as 
he felt. To hell with everyone else. 


‘| think I'm falling for you, too, he murmured softly, purring in relief as a strong, loving hand ran it's fingers 
through his strawberry blonde curls, and he heard a pleased chuckle from the other man 


This was the way it should be, right? Forever, and ever. 


